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Author's Notes: 

A concept I've been thinking of for quite sometime and finally managed to write down. | also attempted a 
slightly different writing style, hopefully it paid of and conveyed the more emotional aspects that | was aiming 
to portray. Enjoy! :) 


Lauren couldn't sleep. She kept thinking of Dad, her head spinning with questions as she tossed and turned. 
Today hadn't been what she'd been hoping for. Dad was usually busy with work a lot, sometimes being away 
for months when he went out to tour all around the globe, but when he was home, she preferred to spend as 
much time with him as possible. She knew her mother wasn't too pleased with it, but she never tried to get in 
the way of her children's happiness. She knew how much her little girl loved Dad, and how much she and her 
three siblings enjoyed staying at his place when he had time to spare for them. And when he was off tour, he 
had a lot of time. 


So, this weekend was Lauren's alone to spend with Dad before her sisters would come over on Monday to stay 
the rest of the week with them. He'd picked her up at noon, waving and giving her a warm hug as she climbed 


into the car. She'd rolled the car window down as he drove, singing along to the music blaring from the 


speakers. She'd picked Zeppelin as usual. They'd had lunch together, too. Dad let her decide whatever she 
wanted for her meal, and they went with McDonald's cheeseburgers in the end. 


Lauren hadn't wanted to go inside the restaurant so they ate in the parking lot. Dad had told her a few jokes, 
and she had asked him how he'd been. She'd told him she'd missed him and asked if he couldn't call her more 
next time he was away on tour. That was the first time today that she had noticed Dad wasn't the same. Dad 
wasn't himself. He hadn't been smiling. Sure, his mouth had been, but his eyes didn't crinkle at the corners. For 


some reason, Dad wasn't happy. 


Lauren blinked as she stared up at the ceiling of her bedroom, thinking about how Mum and Dad had been 
fighting before they separated. They'd been angry all the time, snapping and nipping at each others’ heels. She'd 
hated watching it, but even then, Dad had smiled when they were together, just the two of them and her 
siblings. Even then, the corners of Dad's eyes had crinkled when she kissed his cheek or sang him songs. She 
wasn't stupid, she may just be a child but she noticed things. And as the day had dragged on and turned into 
evening, it became more and more apparent. Dad kept trying to smile, but it wasn't real. And it made the girl 


wor ry. 


Even tonight, as Dad read to her the story of The Princess And The Frog before tucking her in as he always 
did. As Dad held her hand softly until he thought she was asleep. As Dad kissed her forehead and murmured a 
quiet goodnight before leaving the room, keeping the door slightly ajar in case she'd get scared and need him. 
Even then, he never once smiled. Thinking it through, it had Lauren making up her mind at last. She didn't 
normally sneak out of bed unless she'd had a severe nightmare that left her terrified, she knew she'd usually 
get reprimanded by Mum. But Mum wasn't there, and she had the uneasy feeling telling her that perhaps 
tonight, Dad might need her. 


Slipping out of her blankets, she cautiously crossed the floor to avoid the creaking boards. Once she reached 
the door, it gave way slowly and soundlessy and Lauren entered the hallway. It was dark, Dad's scent lingering 
all around and her white night gown was the only speck of light. The scent made her feel safe and secure as 
she headed towards Dad's bedroom. The door wasn't shut, and she could spot the still lit night light. She knew 
Dad too was getting ready for bed, she'd listened to his heavy footfall climbing the stairs and crossing the 
hallway earlier. He didn't usually sleep at the same time as her so she was perplexed. He was the type to stay 
up late, working on business related matters well into the small hours. Writing songs, making and taking calls. He 
worked a lot, but never forgot about her and her siblings. When he wasn't out touring, he always had time for 


them. 


As she gently pushed the door all the way open, Lauren spotted Dad almost immediately. He was sitting in the 
middle of bed, Indian style, clad in shorts and a tank top. Curled up in a ball. She'd never seen him look so small, 
so vulnerable. Dad was always strong and tough spirited. Stubborn and impossible to break. She never feared 
for anything when she was with him. Now, the little girl's heart sank into her stomach at the vision. Dad was 
crouched forwards, his long dark curls falling around his face and over his shoulders in soft waves, his elbows 
against his thighs and his hands covering his face. He seemed to be almost trembling. Taking a small step 
towards him, Lauren stopped immediately when she heard the first sniffle. Dad was crying. 


Frozen in place, the girl listened as more followed, her ears perking. They grew in force, Dad's sobs soon 
echoing through the room, bouncing off the walls. Lauren found herself almost embarrassed, but couldn't tell 
why. However, that didn't prevent her from following the determination in her mind. Instead of going back to 
her room, she approached Dad. She knew he was unaware of her presence, he'd never cry if he knew she could 
see him. When she was standing in front of him, still unable to see his face, she put a small hand on Dad's 
knee. She watched him flinch, his head flying up to reveal watery red eyes and wet flustered cheeks. A 


mixture or shock, sorrow and shame. 


‘Laurie.!" he gasped, quickly rubbing at the wetness with his palms and the backs of his hands. It was obvious 
he felt ashamed of his tears, attempting to rid himself of all the evidence. 


‘No, Daddy. Lauren shook her head, and climbed onto the bed swiftly to kneel beside Dad, her head level with 
his. 


Dad didn't look at her, his gaze dropping and his eyes hidden under thick dark lashes, but she had inherited his 
stubbornness. With her determination intact, the little girl gently cupped Dad's jaw in her small hands and 
turned his head upwards. He didn't resist, his posture weak and crumbled. It scared Lauren, but not as much 


as the tears she had seen concerned her. She was worried about Dad, and she wouldn't let it be now. 
‘Daddy... | know you're hurting. Don't hide it’ she said in a soft, surprisingly steady Tone. 


Dad made a strangled noise, his nose red and his breath hitching as his hands came up to hold onto her slim 
waist. At first it seemed he might lift her and put her down on the floor again, but instead he simply kept his 
hands at her sides. They were big and warm, but trembling. Dad was shaking almost, his frame shuddering with 
uneven tremors. Even his bottom lip appeared to be quivering, his chin wobbling. He didn't seem to have 
possess the ability to speak at the moment. 


‘| know you're sad, Daddy, Lauren continued, using the same tone Dad might if he were to reason with her. 
‘And you've told me, and Faye and Kerry, that if you're sad, you should cry. It helps heal the heart. | know you 


were sad when Mommy said she didn’t love you anymore. But you could still smile, now you can't: 


Dad's eyes fell shut then. The hopelessness on his face seemed to drain his very being. The sob that escaped 
his lips was choked, it sounded painful even to Laurer’s little ears. Still, she kept her courage close. She would 


be damned if she couldn't offer Dad the consolation he would always grant her when she was in pain. 


Lauren had heard things of what had happened when Dad was on tour, she knew Dad wasn't friends with Bruce 
anymore. She had seen it on the news, something about Bruce leaving Iron Maiden to make music by himself. 
She'd spoken to her mother for clarification She knew Bruce had always made Dad smile, she had seen the way 
the corners of his eyes crinkled when Bruce joked with him or hugged him, just like she and her siblings would. 
Mum had never managed that. And she had seen Bruce kiss Dad, too. The same way Mum had been kissing Dad 
before they started fighting. Only when Dad kissed Bruce, he had been sweeter. More gentle, more loving. She 


had never seen Dad caress Mum's cheek the way he had Bruce's, or kiss her lips as tenderly. 


‘Laurie, luv, ye sh - should be sleepin.. let me take ye ba - back ta bed, eh." Dad said after a moment of 
silence, clearing his throat through sniffle hiccups. 


‘No, Daddy, Lauren reprimanded, shaking her head wildly, he feathery blonde hair dancing around her shoulders. 
‘You're sad. | have to stay here with you. And | know why you're sad: 


Dad seemed taken aback by that, blinking, his big dark eyes wide although wet with tears. He stared at her in 
surprise, mouth hanging briefly open Lauren closed it by putting one hand under Dad's jaw, gently pushing 
upwards until his mouth was shut. Then she shifted, crawling onto Dad's lap and pressing a little kiss to his 
cheek. She wrapped her little arms around his neck, holding him close and running her fingers through his soft 
curls. When Dad was happy, he'd let her play with them; braid them and comb them for her own 
entertainments sake. Now she combed them through with her fingers to soothe him. Her mouth close to Dad's 


ear, her tiny fingers sweeping the curls aside, she spoke again 


‘You're sad because Bruce went away, just like Mommy did. You're sad because Mommy wasn't your 


sweetheart. It was Bruce. And you miss him: 


Never could Lauren have fathomed the power her words held, but she understood when Dad whimpered. She 
understood when Dad's arms came around her, pulling her close to his chest. She understood when Dad hid his 
face against her tender shoulder and wept, the sobs wracking both their frames. She understood then, as 
wetness of compassion sprung to her own eyes. She kissed the top of Dad's head, and continued to pet his hair, 
even as little tears rolled down her own cheeks. Even as she took part in Dad's pain. Because Dad needed 


someone to hold him too, someone who could comfort him. 


When Dad had stopped trembling, his sobs reduced to muffled sniffles, Lauren let him go. His face was mushy, 
his eyes red rimmed and she urged him to lie down on the bed. He relented wordlessly, and she proceeded to 
tuck him in this time, pulling the blanket up over his shivering body. She made sure to turn off the night light 
as well, darkness flooding the room. Then she climbed over him and crawled down next to him. Dad's sad eyes 
never left hers, and Lauren kissed his forehead, taking his big hand in hers to hold until he fell asleep. The 
smile that grazed his lips in that moment made her heart melt, as she watched the corners of Dad's eyes 


crinkle if only for a second. 


‘You have to sleep, Daddy, she said firmly, mimicking Dad's tone when he sometimes scolded her for being 


naughty or disobedient. 
Dad nodded with a broken chuckle, shutting his eyes. ‘| - | s'pose | do.. 


Lauren smiled then, waiting patiently for Dad to fall asleep. It wasn't hard staying awake, and it didn't take long 
for Dad to drift off. When all she could hear were his soft snores and slow even breathing, she finally dared 
to relax. She knew Dad needed the rest, he always reminded her how important it was to rest up after a good 
cry. Snuggling closer, Lauren didn't let go of Dad's hand, kissing his forehead one more time before she too 


closed her eyes and prepared for sleep. 


‘| think Bruce misses you too, Daddy, she whispered into the night. 


